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is, that the vines, climbing to the summit of the trees,
reach in festoons and fruitages from one tree to another,
planted at exact distances, forming a more delightful
picture than painting can describe. Here grow rice,
canes for sugar, olives, pomegranates, mulberries, citrons,
oranges, figs, and other sorts of rare fruits. About the
middle of the way is the .town Aversa, whither came
three or four coaches to meet our lady travelers, of whom
we now took leave, having been very merry by the way
with them and the capit^no, their gallant.

3ist January, 1645. About noon we entered the city
of Naples, alighting at the Three Kings, where we found
the most plentiful fare all the time we were in Naples.
Provisions are wonderfully cheap; we seldom sat down to
fewer than eighteen or twenty dishes of exquisite meat
and fruits.

The morrow after our arrival, in the afternoon, we
hired a coach to carry us about the town. First, we went
to the castle of St. Elmo, built on a very high rock,
whence we had an entire prospect of the whole city,
which lies in shape of a theatre upon the sea-brink, with
all the circumjacent islands, as far as Caprese, famous
for the debauched recesses of Tiberius. This fort is
the bridle of the whole city, and was well stored and
garrisoned with native Spaniards. The strangeness of
the precipice and rareness of the prospect of so many
magnificent and stately palaces, churches, and monas-
teries, with the Arsenal, the Mole/ and Mount Vesuvius
in the distance, all in full command of the eye, make it
one of the richest landscapes in the world.

Hence, we descended to another strong castle, called
II Castello Nuovo, which protects the shore; but they
would by no entreaty permit us to go in; the outward
defense seems to consist but in four towers, very high,
and an exceeding deep graff, with thick walls. Opposite
to this is the tower of St. Vincent, which is also
very strong.

Then we went to the very noble palace of the Vice-
roy, partly old, and part of a newer work; but we did
not stay long here. Toward the evening, we took the
air upon the Mole, a street on the rampart, or bank,
raised in the sea for security of their galleys in port,
built as that of Genoa. Here I observed a rich fountainwith its
